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ADVERTISEMEN T. 


By what means the curious Dialogue prefixed to this- 
Confeſſion, together with the Confeſſion itſelf, came 


into the Hands of the Publiſher, the Public will be made 
Des Rr with 3 in due Time. 


5 


This Recantation han had the Abet Effeck; "Me | 
GaRRIcx's Humanity having got the better of his good 
Senſe, a Compromiſe has been brought about, upon the 


Doctor's 0 a Proper: Submiſſion in the Public 


Prints. 


— — 


* 


Dr. Kenrick's Recantation. 


** 


. 


e R O D F E400 N.. 


O x Monday the 1oth of Auguſt, 1772, Dr. William Kenrick, 


of Edgewere-Row, Paddington, was obſerved to walk ſeveral times 


backward and forward, from his own houſe to Tyburn, in a moped 


and melancholly condition, muttering and murmuring to himſelf, 


inſomuch that his friends began to be alarmed for his ſafety, fearing 
a phrenſy had ſeized his brain. The good woman of the houſe 
where he lives, declares ſhe believes he has been beſide himſelf for 
theſe two months paſt; as ſhe has often heard him rave, in the 
middle of the night, in a moſt ſhocking manner ; crying out d---n 
Garrick, d----n Goldſmith, d----n Dr. Johnſon, Arthur Murphy, 
B ff, Cumberland, and all ſuch ſcribbling raſcals, for they 
have turned my brain: and above all, G--d d---n the perpetual 


motion, and all motions but Mrs, L 


m's, which is the only 


motion I underſtand. When he comes a little to himſelf, and is 


B ſomewhat 


ſomewhat e * wall —— Oh that I had been timely 
wiſe, how happy had I now been ! What had I, @ poor braſe-rule 
maker, to do with 3 managers, or men of genius? Had I 
kept cloſe to my 5ra/s ork, I might have been a great man; * 
theſe wicked authors have proclaimed me a dunce, and deſtroyed my 
peace of mind for ever; I ſhall never be myſelf again. | 

It was on the 10th inſtant, after having walked ſeven times from : 
his own houle to Tyburn, as above related, the day being very hot, 
that he was obſerved to turn into one of the fields in that neighbour- 
hood; and whether fiezed-with a motion too indelicate to mention, 
or whether one of his mad fits came ſuddenly upon him, is unknown 
to the author of this introduction; but certain it is, he Gal fond 
ſome time after by Mr. John Wheeble of Pater-noſter-row, in the 
following deplorable and filthy Gtuation; The poor Doctor was 
5 lying under an elm tree, with his breeches about his heels, and his 
head ſtuck faſt in a cow-t==-d, foaming at the mouth like a mad dog, 
| while large drops of ſweat chaſed each other down his red ſnub noſe, 
and groaning in a moſt piteous manner. His tender and worthy 
friend the publiſher endeavoured to get him up, but as the Doctor 
is pretty bulky, he was ſome time before he could raiſe him from 
the ground; and when he had got him half up, ſuch a prodigious. 
ſtrong effluvia afſailed his noſtrils, that he was obliged, in his own 
defence, to let him fall again into his filth, and to ſtand at ſome 
diſtance till the air had, in ſome meaſure, taken off the ſtench, 
which el the Doctor had occaſioned. He then took him by 
his 


6 


is two ears (for he has not yet loſt them) and drew him to a clean 
place, where, after wiping his ſh----en backſide with ſome of the 
ſheets of a poem called Love in the Sud, a work theſe two gentle- 
men always carry in their pockets, he placed him on his breech; 
in which poſture, as ſoon as the Doctor could recover his breath, 

the following dialogue enſued. 1 
Docrok. Ah friend Wheeble, : are you edi ? But why do I call: 
you friend | you are the greateſt enemy I have; for without your 
afſiſtance, I had, in all probability, this day ended a wretched 
exiſtence : I am a poor miſerable undone monſter, and do not wiſh. 
to live. | AN, 

WHEEBLE. For G—d's ſake, Sir, what's the hater ! what has: 
brought you to this! | 

Docrok. The Devil and David Garrick. 
> WHEEBLE. Dear Sir, compole yourſelf, all may yet: be well; 
Garrick is a good-natured man, and may be brought to forgive 
us a 

DocTor. No, that's :mmpoſtible - the. 41256 is of too black and 
diabolical a nature; if he forgives me, he will not be fit to live 
hiniſelf. Beſides, to live deſpiſed and ſhunned by all mankind, 
which has hitherto been my unhappy os is worle than. death, 
which alone can make me happy. | 

WurEeBLE. Upon my ſoul, Sir, I am ſhocked to ſee you in this 
deſpairing way; and if you would but ſet your head to work with 
mine, 1 think ſomething might be thought of to carry us through 
this buſineſs. 


(4) 
Doctor. get · my head to work with your's | you ignorant booby |! 
do you then imagine I am fallen ſo low, as to join my head to that | 
of a paltry ſniveling publiſher's ! No, I would Wong 

WHEEBLE. Sir, I beg pardon; no one has a better opinion of 
your head than myſelf; I am ſure you brought me through a very 
dirty. buſineſs with great reputation. To you, and the glorious un- 

certainty of the Jaw, I owe the beſt copy 1 have to my back, though 
ut was evidently the property of another man. 

Docrok. Brought you through ! did not I bring Leſly through, 
as well as her keeper ; what did I not do for Wilkes and L—d 
G. Have not I had all the dirty work in town upon my hands, and 
ſucceeded in all! | 
Wurrzrr. Why it muſt be allowed you know. how to blacken, 
as well as any body, Doctor; and, for ſcandal and controverſy, Pl 
pit you againſt any 'writer in England. There is great merit in 
writing well to be ſure ; but I think I can publiſh as well as you 
can write; every man to his buſineſs, Doctor. 

DocToR. Why you have ſome merit that way, I 58 allow; 
and, as I ſee you are my friend, I will do you the honor, for once, 
_ to conſult with you, what is beſt to be done for our mutual ſafety.— 
A thought ſtrikes me! We have ſerved lord G. | 

WuHEEBLE. True, Sir, and he will ſerve us, if we can put him in 
a method of doing it. ' Suppoſe, Sir, he was to intercede for us with 
Roſcius. | Te | 


Doc rok. 


——— _—— 


XY. 0 


Docrox. In good truth, friend, you have revived my ſpirits, | 


and I will take your advice. I have already drawn my Recantation 
and Confeffion, which in caſe of my death, and I did not expect to 
Jive many days, I had ordered to be printed, to clear the character 
of an innocent man ; for, to ſay truth, I never believed a word of 
what I have written on this ſubject, but meant the whole as a 
pleaſant joke; and though the world in general' has looked upon 
me as a low raſcal, I muſt confeſs this laſt piece of wickedneſs 
ſits heavier upon my conſcience, than any thing I ever wrote 
in my life. | 
WIEIBILE. Conſcience ! ah, ah, ah; don't make me laugh, Doc- 
tor; you and I have been concerned in many things during our ſhort 
| acquaintance, that had nothing to do with either honour or con- 
ſcience ; and ſet the caſe, now, as how my lord ſhould not be able 
to ſerve us in this here affair, and you was obliged to go to your old 
lodgings in the King's Bench; why you know you might write any 
thing there without danger ; and I aſſure you, you can write no- 
thing, be it ever ſo ſcandalous, that I ſhall heſitate to publiſh : for, 


to do buſineſs, now a-days, a man muſt go through thick and thin ; 


one hand waſhes the other, as the ſaying is. White wash and black 


ball is my notion, Doctor, eh? 
Doctor. It muſt be confeſſed you are a publiſher of ſpirit, and 


deſerve encouragement; but 1 am afraid the laſt piece did not 


anſwer, though you boldly put the Queen of Denmark's name to 


the title page. | 
© WHEEBLE 


1 
1 


1 


„ 


WHEEBLE.. No, the cheat was too palpable : had it been pub- 


liſhed by any of the reputable bookſellers at the Weſt end of the 


town, a large impreſſion would have gone off: but I could not 


make the people believe that I had any ſuch connections, and ſo the 
thing is damned, as it ought to be. But never mind that, Doctor, 
let us go on; and in time, who knows, but we may become as 
famous as Dennis and Curll. 

Docrok. Yes, I think I am already as good a critie as Dennis, 
and know as well how to over- reach a bookſeller. The bookſellers, 
now a-days, never believe a ching s good, without a large price is 
demanded; by which means J have often got a hundred pounds for 
what ſome people have been ill natured enough to ſay was not 
worth as many farthings. 


WHEEBLE. I think my Lord bled pretty bd: for. your little 


Treatiſe on Seduction and Adultery, though the book did not ſell at 


all: my brother Bell Jays, * touched as good as five hundred 
pounds. 
Beeren. My Lord did the thing. handle 1 muſt o own; and 


if I could but get any of my damned pieces to come to a real ſecond * 


edition, I ſhould be. the happieſt man in England; for after all, 


what pleaſure has a man in ſceing. a multitude of editions of hjs 


works, when he knows in his heart, nothing but the title page has 


been reprinted ? When did you ſee my good friend Gentleman. 


WHEEBLE, I expected to meet him at your houſe this evening. 


eee 


. 
Doc rok. Did you ſo! then we'll make haſte home, for I have 
a little buſineſs for you both: You are the only friends I have in the 


.) and I intend you ſhall witneſs my 


world (except L—d G 
recantation. When this is done, I'll get my L—d to intercede for - 
me with Mr. Garrick; and if I am happy enough to get out of this 


ſcrape, I will return to my braſs work again, and live in peace upon 


| bread and cheeſe and porter, Lend me your arm friend John. 
Here ended the dialogue between Dr. William Kenrick and his 
worthy publiſher ; after which. they adjourned to the Doctor's houſe - 
at Paddington, where the latter delivered to the former, the follow= 
ing Recantation and Confeſſion, . declaring at the ſame time, in the 
moſt ſolemn manner, that it was the only piece of truth that has 


eſcaped his pen theſe twenty years. 


T H E 


Recantation and Confeſſion | 


OF 


Dr. WILLIAM KENRICK, 


0 F 


Edoeware-Row, Paddington, in * County of 
M1DDLESE X. 


| Whusr RE AS I William Kenrick, living as above, not hav- 
ing the fear of Gd and the King's-Bench before my eyes, have, 
from time to time, and at all times, moſt grofily, impudently, 
falſely and wickedly abuſed David Garrick, Eſq. of the Adelphi 
Buildings, in the Strand, without the leaſt provocation given on the 
part of that gentleman ; and for which abominable crime, I have 
deen juſtly viſited by evil ſpirits, who have tormented me night and 
day, inſomuch that I can get no reſt ; but am like one poſſeſſed by 
the Devil. To add to my afflictions, the ſaid David has inſtituted 
a ſuit againſt me at Weſtminſter, and the thought of being brought 
before Grimbald drives me itreced. Now, N order to render 
myſelf an object of compaſſion to the ſaid David, to diſabuſe the 
public, and eaſe my own wicked conſcience, during the ſhort time I 
ſuppoſe I have to live, I have been induced to write, and cauſe to 


be publiſhed the following confeſſion, which I ſolemnly declare to 


( & } 


be the true ſtate of aol caſe a David Garrick, Eſq. and my- 


ſelf; any thing that has been written or printed before to the con- 
trary notwithſtanding. OP! 

I have inſinuated in an impudent poem called Love IN THE Sups, 
That there was a particular and improper connection between Mr. 
Garrick and a man I have thought proper to diſtinguiſh by the name 
of Nyky. Now the truth is, I never did ſuppoſe there was any other 
intimacy between them, than what might naturally ariſe between 
the manager of a theatre and a ſucceſsful dramatic writer. But as 
I have no muſic in my ſoul, I never much reliſhed Nyky's produc- 
tions, and had too much envy to bear his ſucceſs without mur- 
muring. | 1 

Indeed, I was ſo fag from. thinking there was any unnatural 
propenſity in the diſpoſition of Nyky, that (when I came out of the 
King's Bench, and Mrs. Leſſ--gh-m was kind enough to take me 
into her houſe, in Somerſet Yard, where Nyky had a houſe alſo) 
I frequently uſed. to viſit him, and have ſpent many chearful even- 
ings in his company, and always thought him a good-natured 
harmleſs man; though I have ſince declared I always avoided his 
company and hated him, as it were from inſtinct. 
I have aſſerted that Roſcius bad ſufficient reaſon to ſuſpect the 
abominable diſpoſition cf Nyky long ago; but I do not believe that 
either he or any one elſe had any ſuch reaſon, as the man had 
nothing effeminate in his manner; nor did J ever ſay, or hear any | 
one elſe ſay, a word to the prejudice of his character in that way, 

D i ti'L 


/ 


(% 


till he himſelf had fixed the kepietbn by lenz England, and 
then I was the firſt to attack him, which I ſhould not have done if 
he had continued here. 95 | | 
T have been offended with Nyky for applauding Roſcius, when the 
whole audience have done the ſame thing. A natural failing in me. 


I have too much envy in my compoſition to bear the ſucceſs of any 


man, let his profeſſion be what it will— AI have been of many 
profeſſions, and have ſucceeded in none. 2] | 
I have aſſerted that I never was ungrateful to Mr. Garrick ; he 
reverſe is the truth. I cartied him the Widow'd Wife, a comedy 
I called it, which I had compiled from a fooliſh novel, the Memoirs 
of a Magdalen; or, The Hiſtory of Louiſa Mildmay, written by a 
Mr. Hugh Kelly in this town: the play was no better than the 
novel; and when J put it into the hands of Roſcius, near as long; 
but, by his judicious manner of lopping and pruning it from time to 
time, it was, at laſt, reduced to an actable ſtate, the repreſentation 
being only three hours and a half. This friendly office in Roſcius 
| put near five hundred pounds in my pocket, though the piece is 
generally allowed not worth five farthings. Indeed, I have often 
{aid that he ſpoiled my piece; and on that account it ſucceeded no 
better on the ſtage———lI am too At and too ungrateful to ac- 

knowledge a favour from any man. A 
I have complained that Mr. Garrick uſed 1 me ill, in not performing | 
a play called FALsTAFF's WeppiING. The play was never fit to 
be performed; and if it had been, I could never think of his per- 


forming 


( 8 


forming a play for the houſe upon the oſaal terms, when I had given 
the profits of the firſt night to Mr. Love uch a Practice was 
never heard of in any theatre. 

T next accuſe Mr. Garrick of having uſed me very ill in not | atting 
a new comedy or tragedy for me, though be bad ſeen neither, and to ſay 
the truth there was no? a line wrote of either. I had been ſuch a ſuc- 
ceſsful writer of plays, that I ſuppoſed he might give me a promiſe 
to a& whatever I ſhould write, before I ſet about it ; well knowing, 
from experience, that I could produce nothing that was not excellent 
in its kind. But I ſuppoſe he did not chuſe to give me five hundred 
pounds more, eſpecially as I told him I was indifferent about the 
The intereſt of 


the managers was no conſideration of mine; I never cared a farthing 


ſucceſs of my pieces, ſo they run nine nights. 


for the intereſt of any man living, ſo I could get money myſelf. 

A coolneſs now enſuing between the little manager and me, I was 
determined to abuſe him till 1 brought him to comply with any | 
terms I ſhould propoſe; and as he had now loſt one of his writers, 
I thought a fair opportunity offered, and immediately ſet about 
Love in the Suds, in which I inſinuated that his great and intimate 
tes and M—d=—rs, and that he himſelf, 
from keeping ſuch company, could not be 2 to be much 


friends were all 8 


better. | 

To ſtop this groſs piece of ſcandal and iniquity, I expected he 
would immediately ſend to me, to engage a play for the next ſeaſon 2 
but, alas ! he was not ſuch a timid mean- ſpirited fellow as I thought 


bim 


„ is 2 


| hg ht? being the real llate of the eie be. 8 
public are left to decide. which: is the e raſcal : My. * * 


( m2) 


him; for, inſtead 75 engaging my play, 10 ſent me a challenge! 
This, however, I \ contrived to / avoid, by telling him he had di- 
vulged his intention to Griffin and Becket, and that I would not 
meet him for fear of being aſſaſſinated by theſe men. : But this was 
a mere excuſe, for I know theſe men are neither aſſaſſins, ruffians, 
or ill-natured men; if they bad, they would dot have let me remain 
ſo long 1 in their debt; ; eſpecially as 1 have often taken the liberty to 
abuſe them. But ſome anſwer was to be ſent. to Roſcius 8 card, and 
this was better chan no excuſe at all; for with ſhame I confels, That 4 
I am a R ANK C. 0 WARD, and never yet dared to meet any 

man face to face upon equal terins-; 1 and, therefore, the world muſt 


not wonder that I refuſed-to meet Roſcius on this occaſion, — 1 
have heen often kicked and caned, and, no one can . that I BNN 


nne 


made the leaſt reſiſtance... n 
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have been purſuaded by wy friends, to make my caſe public, and 


Gi not chuſing to interfere in ſo dirty a Piece « of buſineſs, I 


to throw myſelf entirely on. Mr. Garrick's Mercy, which I now do, 


and hope if he has no pity for a wretch like me, that he will at 
leaſt fer my large diſtreſſed family. 
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AND 


len WHEEBLE. 


